ceMY    SERPENT     OF     OLD     NILE3'

On the way up the street to the telegraph office
(which was closed lest the truth of defeat should be
divulged), I passed the ancient Byzantine cathedral
dedicated to St. Theodora, wife of the great Emperor
Justinian, herself a striking instance of miraculous
conversion. For in her beautiful youth she had in
the public theatre of Constantinople displayed las-
civious arts which Gibbon felt obliged to leave to
notes in the original Greek. I found shelter for my
horse in a half-ruined cottage, and at night, being
seized with violent colic, I was attended by an old
Greek woman, who performed various curative rites
upon me, singing meantime magical charms such as
the witches sang in Thessaly when Apuleius wrote
the adventures of " The Golden Ass ". I felt that
within twenty-four hours I had taken deep sound-
ings into the abysm of time, and time was still con-
tinuing to form the abysm. For, at irregular intervals,
the big Turkish gun at Preveza on the promontory
of Nicopolis opposite Actium kept firing sullenly for
some inconceivable purpose.

70